A WINDOW IN THRUMS
to jeer at him fell back when they saw his
face. He walked through them, they told,
with his old body straight once more, and a
queer light playing on his face. His lips are
moving as I see him turning the corner of the
brae. So he passed from youth to old age,
and all his life seemed a dream, except that
part of it in which he was writing, or printing,
or stitching, or binding " The Millenmum/1
At last the work was completed.

f* It is finished/' he printed at the end of
the last book. " The task of thirty years is
over."

It is indeed over. No one ever read " The
Millennium." I am not going to sentimentalise
over my copy, for how much of it have I read ?
But neither shall I say that it was written to
no end.

You may care to know the last of Jiiusy,
though in one sense he was blotted out when
tiie test copy was bound. He had saved one
hundred pounds by that time, and being now
neither able to work nor to live alone, Ms
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